at last the sentry would shout that the enemy were
advancing, and the cry 'Turn Out3 would be followed
by the rattle of musketry. The bullets whistled over-
head, the grapeshot could be heard striking the
parapet, and the roundshot crashed through the
walls. Amid the din of artillery they could hear the
enemy's bugles sounding the Advance, and the
elephants trumpeting as they dragged the heavy
guns into position. The garrison would wait
patiently, withholding their fire and watching the
long grass outside. Sometimes they mistook the
glint of moonlight on flickering leaves for the tur-
bans of the enemy. Then the men in the outposts
would see little streaks of fire passing swiftly over their
heads as their own mortars began to bombard the
enemy, and, as the shells burst outside, the splinters
would come whizzing back over their heads again.
Sometimes when all was quiet a dog would appear
on top of the parapet, and the sentry, seeing some-
thing moving in the dark, would fire, wounding him
and setting him yelping till all the dogs in earshot
were barking too. They would all rush out to worry
the injured one, who would bolt with the others
after him, growling and yelping as they rushed
through the palisade, until they woke the enemy,
who fired their muskets in all directions, fearing
that the Europeans were upon them, and abusing
each other heartily for not being on the alert. The
garrison would hear them shouting to one another
in the vernacular:
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